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_ _ To the Tune of PAC K 

FY 00D People of Egland give ear to my Song, 
G 'Tis fot your Inſtruction, and ſhall not be long; 
Then conn it well over when you are at leifuce, , 
And ſay you have got an unſpeakable Treaſure; 

You ſee it in Print, TINY 
1 Juſt come from the Mint, 
But let me adviſe you to mark well this Hint; 
O Eng/iſbnen, Engliſhmen, look to your Hits, 
Let no Body bubble you out of your Wits, 

In theDays of bluff Harry, when he ruled theNatiou, 
Good old Hoſpitality then was in Fa(bion ; 
Our Anceſtor's Tables were ſpread Night and Day, 
Their Doors at a Feſtival time open lay, 

On this Fil refine, 

' + .. Quoth Blue Matarm, © 
*Twill anſwer my Purpoſe, and crown my Deſign. 
But Engliſhmen, Engliſhmen, look to your Hits, 

Let no Body bubble you out of your Wee. 

The State Politician his Project began, 

The News was ſoon ſpread, and like Wild fire ran: 

To keep open Houle, tor the Space of Twelve days, 

Six Weeks before Chriſtmas our Wonder ſhould raiſe. 
6 — ſend we (hall not 

: Hear of a New Plot, 

Tho! by ſuch a Thing has good Money been got. 
But Engliſhmen, Engliſhmen, look to your Hits. 

Let no Body bubble you out of your Wits. 
The Carnival, if I may give it that Name, 

Was early proclaim'd by a Man of ſome Fame, 

Ten Knights and*tenBarons,but none af themgarter d 
The very fi;ſt Morning for Breakfaſt were quarter d. 
: In plenty was there 

Good Wine and good Beer, 
And Coniec Brandy did bring up the Rear. 
But Exglihmen, Engliſhmen, look to your Hits, 
Let no Body bubble you out of your Wit-. 

But whether the Wine and the Brandy paid Duty, 
Or was, as the Sons of ſtern Mer: call it, Rooty, 
That Pet of Socie y, named an Exciſe- Man, 
TheQueſtionnver asked, torwhich he was a Wiſe Man 
Oh! had he ſo done, | 

As ſure as a Gun, 
He ſoon for himſelf a fine Thread would have ſpun. 
But Engliſhmen, Engliſhmen, look to your Hys, 
Let ro BOdy bubble you out of your Wits. | 

Fat Turkey s, fat Capons, and all Things in Seaſon, 
That Hearts could defire, or wiſh tor in Reaſon; 
SoineWoodcockswere there too, and Braun and Mint pies 
And Cuſfards compleated the whole Sacrifice. 

| We hope it was meant 
| With pious latent, | 
- The dangerous Ills, that we dread, to prevent: 

But Engl:(bmen, Engliſhmen, look to your Hits, 

Let no Body bubble you out of your Wits. |, 
Iwo hundred good Pounds were laid out ev'ryDay; 

See, while the Sun ſhines what it is to make Hay. 

Had Ch--7.-s, that chaſt modeſt C1, been there, 

With Juſtice he might have put in for a Share; 

Now let us not boaſt | 
5 *Tis not at our Coſt, 

We very well know who has paid for the Roaff. 

But Engliſhmen, Engliſhmen, look to your Hits, 

Let no Body bubble you out of your Wits: 

When prompted by Malice, or Envy, or Spite, 
Some People are ready in Dungeons to Write ; 

To gueſs, tho' they never conſulted the Stars, 

At Foreign Sommotions, or elſe Civil Wars: 

But when Comets appear, 
| Or fuch Things as are rare, | 

They ſurely pieſage {ome greatChange does drawncar 

Then Engliſhmen, Engliſhmen, look to your Hits, 

Let no Body ou out of your Wits. 
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But Engliſhmen, Engl! 
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. But ſhould they portend, as ſome Folks may infer 
The tadden Downtall of a Great Aini—ſter, 


Another, as able, his Place would ſup; ly, 


And we ſhould rejoyce it were hon: Pl} 1s, 

5 Shoui'd this come about, 

1 | You need not to doubt, 
But ev'ry good Subject would jr yfully (ſhout, 
Then Eng:1Amen nerd not look to their Hus, 
For no Mas would 44bble them out of their Vita 

Suppoſe ic ſhoul hap, that he ſti I keeps bis Place, 
And ſtems the !!rong Current of ſironger Diſgrace » 
We hope that our Liberties, Properties, Laws, 
Our good Mother Church, and the Fot fam Cauſe, 

Will net ſuffer a Jor, 

. & oc is no | 
Uatill it be hit + and 'tis then ſoon forgot. 
n, look to your Hits, 
Let no body bubble you out of your Win. 

But what is the UltimateEnd and De/jgn 
Of the States-Man ſo great, you nor | can divine; 
Some ſay it is one thing, and ſome ſay another, 
Surmiſes are fruitleſs, and vain is a Pother. 

So let all that paſs; 

He jure is an Als, ,_ 
Who can, and will not ſce à Snake in the Graſs. 
Then Erg/fhmen, Engliſhmen, be not perplex'd 


But raiſe up yur Spirtts, and ſtand to the Text. 
W bar fignify thres or fourThouſand go. d Pounds 
To aMan, who in P/umes, without Numberabounds? 


The Sum is a Trifle, provided his Name 
Can be thereby enroll'd in the Annals of Fame: 
But hard is their Fate, 
Who have no Eſtate, 
We little Ones pay for the Faults of the 3 Great 
Yet Engliſhmen, Engliſhmen be not perplex'd 


Bur raiſe up your Spirits, and ſtand to your Text. 


Divines do affirm, the Wealth that is given 
To Mortals, ſhould purchaſe a Treaſure in Heavenz 
| wiſh they would follow the Doctrine they preach 
And ſtrictly obſere the fame Rules they do reach. 
Bur it is not ſo, 
We very well know, 


For we fee to the Wall that the weakeſt c uſt go, 


Then Engliſhmen, Engliſhmen, be not perplex' d, 
But raiſe up your Spirits, and ſtand to the Text. 
| may boldly declar:, there is no Min alive 

But would wiliingly ſee Hoſpitality thrive ; 
Yer Men. when it ſeldom docs happen will iy, 


:Tis to Hood wink our Minds, and to lead us altray 3 


They talk wichour Book, . | 
And in it don't look, (took? 
For who that has Senſe, with ſuch Raits wou'd be 


However let Exgliſbmen mind well their Hits, 


And no one can buble 'em out of their Wits: 


We talk. and we gueſs at the worſt and t he beſt 


The ſecret the Great Man does keep in his Breaſt: 
I Propheſy efre a few Months are blown over, 
That we ſhallThe deep. hidden Secret.diſcover, 
Tho" as yet 'tis not ſen, 
Sure it can never rein 
The flow Demolition of D to ſcreen, 
However let Engliſhmen mind well their Hits, 
And no one can bubble em out of their Wits. 


Nowwhen all's ſaid and done,Heav*n bleſs ourgood 


And tend Peculators in Halters to ſwing. (King, 
Proje&ors of Taxes and needleſs Devices, 
To cram their own Pockets and Bags at a Cxiſis, 
Are certainly. worſe, 
| And merit a Curſe | Mc 
More than they who are hang'd tor cutting a Purſe. 


Then Engliſbmen, Engliſhmen, be not perplex d, 


But raiſe up your Spirits, and ſtand to your Text. 
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